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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
DESIRE 

I would send these dreams of yours and mine re-borning; 

I would send our love out to seek noble flight — 

Over the interminable mountains of the morning, 

Over the endless oceans of the night. 

I would put the lightness of it into laughter, 

I would put the sorrow of it into song — 

That should go echoing on for ages after, 

That should make glad the world whole aeons long. 

I would tell in deathless paint the glory of it ; 

I would tell in immutable stone its majesty — 

To halo it and hold a light above it, 

To temper it with immortality. 

I would spin it to the heavens, span on span . . . 

Were I but — oh, a little more than man! 



THE DRINKER 

Tired of the world and weary of its ways, 
Lonely and old and broken now, he nods 
Among the idols he mistook for gods, 
A ruin in the wreck of yesterdays. 
And since his mad past must be hung in haze, 
Since he must fog his senses lest he think 
How youth and hope and all were lost in drink, 
Since he must never know how high he pays, 
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The Drinker 



He sits and sips and gives himself to dreams, 
Fond dreams wherein he sees himself again 
The lad who thought that life was all it seems. 
And now there is a glory in his eyes ; 
Forgotten are the bitterness and pain 
Of the rue years — this is his paradise. 



YOU CAME AND WENT 

All as a bird sails through the silent night, 

On swift wings bent, 
Leaving a wake of music in its flight, 

You came and went. 

H. Thompson Rich 
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